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the jungle closed over them as it had closed over
the other huts and compounds, over the paths and
tracks. Its breath was hot and heavy in the hut
itself which it imprisoned in its wall, stretching away
unbroken for miles. Everything except the little
hut with its rotting walls and broken tattered roof
had gone down before it. It closed with its shrubs
and bushes and trees, with the impenetrable disorder
of its thorns and its creepers, over the rice-fields and
the tanks. Only a little hollowing of the ground
where the trees stood in water when rain fell, and a
long little mound which the rains washed out and
the elephants trampled down, marked the place
where before had lain the tank and its land.
The village was forgotten, it disappeared into the
jungle from which it had sprung, and with it she was
cut off, forgotten. It was as if she was the last
person left in the world, a world of unending trees
above which the wind roared always and the sun
blazed. She became one of the beasts of the jungle,
struggling perpetually for life against hunger and
thirst; the ruined hut, through which the sun beat
and the rains washed, was only the lair to which she
returned at night for shelter. Her memories of the
evils which had happened to her, even of Babun and
her life with him, became dim and faded. And as
they faded, her childhood and Silindu and his tales